We clock out and step out 


for a cigarette together to 


commiserate the berating 
we're going to get 
tomorrow morning for how 
sloppy everything is. I 
couldn’t care less, I don’t 
have to open tomorrow and 
I got to take an extra two 
hours break today. Going to 
the bathroom, taking out 
trash, sweeping outside, 
hiding out in the walk-in 
cooler, smoking a second 
cigarette, anything to 
increase the tension with 
management and reveal the 


absurdity of work. 
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Every Cook Can Abolish Governance 


Kitchen I, Page 2 
Kitchen II, Page 7 


They got ready to put their hands on me, a thing I 
am...allergic to. 


- Freedom: My Dream, the autobiography of Enrico 
Arrigoni 


Lena Kafka - Filler Collective 
Pittsburgh, PA 
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Endnotes 

1) Necessity means here what it means to those who make 
the prep list. The two kitchens required a profit rate of 
100% (as in, revenue = 2 x expenses). Not meeting that 
goal won’t collapse the company, but it'll make those at 


corporate upset. 


2) Mise en place = putting in place / everything in its place. 


3) Yes, even double shifts. 


Inspiration /Further Reading 

The Reproduction of Daily Life by Fredy Perlman 

Work by CrimethInc. 

Abolish Restaurants by prole.info 

“Logistics, Counterlogistics and the Communist Prospect,” 
by Jasper Bernes, in Endnotes 3 

The Network of Domination, by Wolfi Landstreicher 


Against His-Story, Against Leviathan, by Fredy Perlman 
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We don’t work anymore: we do our time. 
- The Coming Insurrection 
Seven am. hungover again getting ready for 
work. Doubled yesterday into a clopen today. I can’t call 
out again, the manager knows I was drinking. He assumes 
the cooks were drinking, it’s the one way to deal with being 
a cook. I roll into work around eight to find out my 
coworker called out because she was hungover. High 


schoolers aren’t all that reliable. 


It’s just the manager and me until another cook comes in at 
eleven. I think about my debt and my half full pack of 
smokes, and try to not walk out as long as possible. The 
manager puts his hand on my shoulder and shows me the 
freshly printed prep list, ready to talk about the mountain 


of shit we need to climb. 


Every fucking day the manager prints out the prep list for 
the crew members to complete before opening. This list 


must be followed, even if common sense (and knowledge 


from working the same position 6 days every week) says 
otherwise. I’ve had two very similar kitchen experiences, 
one being a cultish burrito chain that won’t be named, and 
the other a faux-ethical noodle restaurant. Both kitchens 
were Set up similarly, had similar divisions of labor, similar 
power dynamics, same equipment, similar layout, and both 
obeyed the prep list. The prep list is a set of equations, 
based on previous sales data and other factors. One 
kitchen’s prep list was scarily accurate, and took into 
account weekly/monthly trends, weather, local events, and 
so on. The other list felt like a sick joke the management 
played on the cooks. Nonetheless, the decisions of the 


kitchen are made by the equations. 


These equations determine what is prepared before 
opening and at shift change, how much is to be produced, 
how much revenue is necessary, how much can be spent on 
wages/labor, etc. and deviation of this must be recorded 
(as in, waste must be accounted and explained to off-site 
management).! The numbers are not always reasonable to 
anyone who works full time, and the numbers result in at 


least one shortage/fuck up a day. “produce number Z of 


So, when these gentlemen say, ‘You are utopians, you 
anarchists are dreamers, your utopia would never work’, we 
must reply, ‘Yes, it’s true, anarchism is a tension, not a 
realisation, not a concrete attempt to bring about anarchy 
tomorrow morning’. But we must also be able to say but you, 
distinguished democratic gentlemen in government that 
regulate our lives, that think you can get into our heads, our 
brains, that govern us through the opinions that you form daily 
in your newspapers, in the universities, schools, etc., what have 
you gentlemen accomplished? A world worth living in? Or a 
world of death, a world in which life is a flat affair, devoid of 
any quality, without any meaning to it? A world where one 
reaches a certain age, is about to get one’s pension, and asks 
oneself, ‘But what have I done with my life? What has been the 


sense of living all these years?’ 


- Alfredo M. Bonanno, The Anarchist Tension 
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We finish whatever we can until there’s enough labor 
hours left for us all to piss for pay. Boss makes a dollar, we 
make a dime, that’s why we piss on company time. Then we 
clock out and step out for a cigarette together to 
commiserate the berating we're going to get tomorrow 
morning for how sloppy everything is. I couldn’t care less, I 
don’t have to open tomorrow and I got to take an extra two 
hours break today. Going to the bathroom, taking out trash, 
sweeping outside, hiding out in the walk-in cooler, smoking 
a second cigarette, anything to increase the tension with 


management and reveal the absurdity of work. 
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commodity X,” except Z is 5.36. The fuck is 0.36 of a 
commodity that can only be produced in integers. If you 
make 5, you’re responsible for the next shortage. If you 


produce 6, you're in trouble for overproduction (”waste”). 


Waste, excess, shortage, and really anything they can pin 
on you is enforced by the managers on-site. Managers at 
these restaurants, while holding the authority to fire and 
hire (with explanation to higher ups), don’t control 
production. Hell, many of em don’t even touch the means of 
production! They just make sure everything keeps flowing 


smoothly, like cops of the workplace. 


Around eight-thirty, the manager slaps me on the shoulder 
again, I feel the whiskey slosh around inside me. “You 
know,” he says to me, unusually happy, “I knew today was 
going to be fucked before I came in, but I’m glad I’m fucked 
with you.” What he means is that I’m going to do three jobs 
for the pay of one again. He grabs my second shoulder to 
force eye contact; I want to lose every fluid in my body onto 
his shoes. “One of you hungover is more productive than at 


least two other sober coworkers.” Fuck, man! 
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Fuck! I threw up again. It’s almost nine, I can’t puke again, | 
can’t flip this cutting board again. I cannot wait for the 
other cook to come in. Then I get a smoke, then the lunch 


rush, then off to the bar. 


During the lunch/dinner rushes, managers always take the 
position that requires the least effort and got to oversee 
every product. At the cult burrito chain, these positions 
were expo (next to the cashier, looking down the line) and 
linebacker (moves food from the kitchen to the 
line). During hours of peak production, every product 
quality checked and every wrong motion corrected by the 


managers. 


Their other ‘work’ mostly consists of reading comments 
from customers, sending emails, and delegating their share 
of the prep work. This ‘work’ doesn’t create value, the 
crew creates value. They don’t control production, the 
prep list controls production. But if the kitchen managers 
and general managers don’t hold power over production, 


who does? 


The schedule limits labor hours each day by expected 
production (the same algorithms that decide on what and 
how much is produced each day on the prep list). A total of 
eighty-four hours means nothing except when put in 
comparison with the limit of seventy hours a day. Never 
was there ever enough time to properly clean and close the 
store. Any time spent over the limit warranted an angry 


phone call from higher-ups, or worse reprisals. 


Clocking back into work after my break, I sneak out the 
back to take out the trash bags. Every trip takes me about 
ten or fifteen minutes, I wanna enjoy this cigarette. There’s 
a nice breeze outside and it would be a shame if I missed it 
to wash dishes. I go in once again, sneak over to the 
bathroom, then return to the dish pit. The manager, one of 
my best friends at the store, comes over to help me bust 
out dishes before we close. They already did my prep work 
while I was outside, no patience I guess. We go back and 
forth scrubbing and rushing to scrape burnt rice out of 
pans. Once shit gets ‘reasonable’, they dip to go clean the 
other side of the back of house. Without them, I’d probably 


have to pretend to do it. Saves me having to lie once again. 
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into ratio time and used to budget each store. Say the base 


wage is $9/hour, so each labor hour costs $9. 


So if all eight people work eight hours at $9/hour, they 
spend sixty-four labor hours. But not everyone in the store 
works for the base wage. Shift managers make closer to 
$18/hour (two labor hours per hour worked) and kitchen 
managers closer to $13/hour (one and a half labor hours 
per hour worked). Five people work eight hours, using 
forty labor hours. One kitchen manager works eight hours, 
and two shift managers work eight hours each, using forty- 


four hours. 


Freedom is a destructive concept that involves the 
absolute elimination of all limits. Now freedom is an idea 
we must hold in our hearts, but at the same time we need 
to understand that if we desire it we must be ready to 
face all the risks that destruction involves, all the risks of 
destroying the constituted order we are living under. 
Freedom is not a concept to cradle ourselves in, in the 
hope that improvements will develop independently of 
our real capacity to intervene. 


- Alfredo M. Bonanno, The Anarchist Tension 
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The prep list is created by technocrats and their employers 
at ‘corporate.’ The technocrats get final say on what is and 
isn’t a reasonable demand in production. Most of them, 
hell if not all, have never stepped foot in the kitchens they 
make decisions for. Class struggle has been removed from 
the workplace, to anywhere off-site so the on-site 
managers can take the prole rage instead. Technocrats, A- 
B-CEOs, the board of directors, and all the other scum on 


my non-slip shoe decide how much to produce. 


While the manager goes to shit around ten, I sneak myself a 
nice glass of bad wine and go outside. | light my 27 and sit 
down on the curb. Across the parking lot, a cop is sitting 
outside the beer distributor. Given my kitchens reputation, 
and criminal record, I’m not all that surprised he’s staring 


at me. I wish I could puke on his shoes too. 


II 


From Occupation to Resistance 


My opening shift and hangover are finally over. Time to get 
something to eat and have a smoke before I go back to close 
for another seven hours. The prep list is finally filled out 
and everything is mise en place’, lunch rush is over, the 
manager is back at her desk taking an hour to reply to an 
email, and as I’m walking out the front door of the cult 
burrito chain, my co-workers are playing rock-paper- 
scissors to see who has to do dishes until I return. After 
playing catch-up and covering others all morning, I’m going 


to take an extra fifteen minutes. 


These chain restaurants (fast food, fast casual, whatever) 
apply the logic of the prep list to all aspects of the kitchen. 
Labor hours and wages are budgeted and enforced by 
management; just as with the prep list, they punish for any 
“waste” and “excess” for any purpose. Did you have more 
work than taken into account by the prep list? Was your 


lunch/dinner rush busier than expected? Too many people 


so hours they were on the clock”. Everyone in the crew 
hated it except the few who got the shorter shifts. Together 
we Started taking our breaks at 10:30am on the dot every 
morning, despite pleas from the shift managers. Sometimes 
you just really want to be treated like a human being and 
have your needs met. Sometimes everyone around you 
feels the same way. After two weeks of taking back a half an 
hour a day, management decided to make it mandatory we 


all take breaks by at least 10:45. 


Eventually it became common practice to just take break at 
10:30 as long as your station was clean, regardless of how 


much of your share of the prep list you finished. 


At this particular store, we ran a crew of five. Four working 
from 8-4ish, and two working 11-7ish, then night crew, 
with four working 4-12. Without the optimism of assuming 
everyone shows up, there are eight people working eight 
hour shifts. When each weekly (or bi-weekly) schedule 
comes out, the amount of money able to be spent on wages 


is represented as labor hours. Labor hours are wages put 
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I walk back into the kitchen, say my hellos to the night crew 
who just came in, and relieve whoever was covering me at 
the dish pit. Unsurprisingly, no one kept it up after twenty 
minutes. Hard to blame them, we aren’t allowed to have to 
back door open and the industrial sized fan is more likely 


to knock you over than keep your cool. 


Slowly I build up momentum again and start busting out 
dishes and keeping the back room tidy. The dish pit can 
only ever been caught up after the doors close, anything 
sooner is naive optimism. After awhile you need to accept it 
can’t be finished, and hope if someone needs something 
specific that they’re capable of cleaning it on their own. | 
put the plastic apron on the hook and head up to the front 
to back-up the grill cook during dinner rush. It goes by 
quickly, and during a lull in the action I make moves to 


make some food, steal a drink, and take my break. 


During the first three or so weeks at this job, no one got 
breaks unless our “performances showed we deserved to 
have them.” If we didn’t get everything mise en place and 


swept clean before open, no one got to eat for the seven or 
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called out and no one can make it in? Staying late to clean 
for an inspection the next day? Never are the prep list, the 
algorithms, the management, or anything with power 
criticized for the shortcomings of those in power. The crew 
just needs to work harder, everyone just needs to cover 
each other and everything will be okay. As if a kitchen that 
normally runs on five people can run on two or three as if 
it’s not a major change from the regular flow of work. As if 
any of us want to do the work of three people for the wages 


of one! 


The need for communism transforms everything. 
Through the need for communism the need for non-work 
moves from the negative aspect (opposition to work) to 
the positive one: the individual’s complete availability to 
themselves, the possibility to express themselves 
absolutely freely, breaking away from all models, even 
those considered to be fundamental and indispensable, 
such as those of production. 


- Alfredo M. Bonanno, Armed Joy 


“Fucking watch it!” yells a man wearing clothes worth more 
than my yearly salary. Just let me smash bottles in the 


parking lot, asshole. I have fifteen minutes left to kill before 


they call me to come inside and stop being indignant, let me 
enjoy it. I step back to the curb and do what pissed off 


cooks do best: sit down. 


Two years before I was in the same kitchen, somewhere 
further away. Doing the same shit for less pay, in a faster 
environment, with meaner management, and no smoke 
breaks on shift (unless you’re management). One day I 
clocked in for the mid-shift around ten, started the shift as 
normal. My coworker, the cashier this shift, was ten 
minutes late due to the bus schedule either arriving ten 
minutes late or before her child’s day care opened. That 
day the Area Manager (general manager of the general 
managers) was doing her monthly inspection, where she 
gets to blow off steam on crew members. As soon as the 
cashier arrives, the AM screams at her until she leaves the 
store. Myself and the rest of the crew were on-edge until 


the doors opened and we had no more time to worry. 


Lunch rush approached, and I felt some beautiful 
combination of dread and fury brewing inside me. The AM 


went off for half an hour about “personal responsibility” 
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and how “she had to do the same thing” as the recently 
fired cashier. She’s been a big mouth for awhile, we already 
heard those stories about her mom paying her rent and 
babysitting for her during those “tough times.” I couldn’t 
deal with anything I was feeling and decided I couldn’t just 


calm down. 


The line goes through the door as the rush peaks. I walk 
over to the cooler, put my back to it, and slide down. The 
AM sees me and immediately gets red in the face screaming 


at me. 


“What is this? A fucking strike?!” 


“I guess so!” 


Five minutes of back and forth screaming and the area 
manager agrees to rehire the mother she fired an two 
hours ago. Unfortunately, none of my coworkers joined in. 
Some thought I was absolutely out there to risk my job, 
some later thanked me and started talks of something 


bigger... 
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